56                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

should have been both worn out. The rea-
son is that happiness gives me strength;
from you it takes strength. I dined out,
and went to a dance afterward. I went to
sleep very late thinking of our promenade.
You made fun of me and took for a bad
compliment what I said one day of the
sleepiness, or, rather, of the torpor, which
seizes one too happy to find words to ex-
press one's emotions. I noticed yesterday
that you were under the influence of that
sleepiness. I might have reproached you in
my turn with your own reproaches; but I
was too happy to disturb my happiness.
Good-by, dear friend.

XLL.

Wednesday night, January, 1843.
I AM very susceptible to your threats.
Although I fear them, I cannot forbear to
tell you all that I think. Nothing would be
easier for me than to make promises to you,
but I feel that it would be impossible for
ine to keep them. Content yourself, there-
fore, with our past manner of being, or letfsdays, wereght. It is evident that
